TRANSFIGURATION

stand myself, I understand enormously better all that
goes on around me. The covetous glances of someone
gazing in at a shop window can move me profoundly;
the gambols of a dog can fill me with enthusiasm. I am
interested in everything; nothing is indifferent to me.
In the newspaper, which I used barely to glance at, I
now read a hundred items with zest. Books which used
to bore me now make a strong appeal. The strangest
thing is that I can talk to my fellow human beings about
other matters than those which form the substance of
what, in good society, is termed *'conversation." My
manservant, who has been with me for seven years,
interests me, and I often have a talk with him. The
porter of the flats, whom I used to pass unheeding as if
he had been one of the doorposts, told me the other
day about the death of his little girl, and the recital
moved me more than I have ever been moved by one of
Shakespeare's tragedies. It would seem, too, though in
outward semblance I still live the old life of respectable
boredom, that the change in me must be obvious to
others. People greet me far more cordially than of old;
three times last week a strange dog came and fawned on
me in the street. My friends look at me with affectionate
pleasure, as one looks at a person who is convalescent
from illness, and tell me that I have grown younger.

Have I grown younger? All I know is that I have only
just begun to live. Oh, I know, too, of the everyday
illusion. I know how apt people are to think that all
their past has been error and preparation. Doubtless it
is arrogant to take a cold pen into my warm, living hand,
and to write upon the dry paper that at length I am
really alive. But even if it be an illusion, it is the first il-
lusion that has made me happy, the first that has warmed
my blood and unlocked my senses. If I sketch here the
miracle of my awakening, I do it for myself alone, though
I know it all better than words can describe. I have not
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